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N . B. 
It was no t b e i n g averse 
to the town . 
Jus t that the smokesc reens 
it th rew u p the cus tomary b l u e 
b e c a m e t h i c k e r & thicker , 
a n d the b i rds i n t he i r p i n k s o r greens 
o f roads ide leafage 
were h a r d pu t to it: 
b i r d s o n g , 
s o m e t h i n g to t u r n over a new leaf; 
ever fit to rehearse 
the twitter o f t i m e pas t— 
an open-and-shut case. 
T h e red-vented ones 
h a d the face 
to pass for a n i g h t i n g a l e . 
N o s p e a k i n g terms w i t h the h o r i z o n . 
Dus t filled the air. 
T h e poets sang, yes, 
to t he i r o w n b o u t o n n i è r e . 
B u t the river was the o n e 
cons tancy it knew, 
c i r c l i n g its waist 
to the ba r i t one b e n d . 
T h e s a n d m a n s i t t ing l i k e a camp-s too l ; 
m i d n i g h t m u m b l i n g s o f the water; 
a l i t t le l i g h t f r o m the far house . 
W h a t else? 
S o m e o n e mus t have l i v e d there . 
O n e O c t o b e r , 
the w i n d d i d go n i p p i n g t h r o u g h the alley; 
shop awnings away. 
B r o k e n o r a n g e tea 
m i x e d w i t h be te l 
l e a c h e d i n t o the ears 
beep-beep: 
the hottest ghaza l 
o f the day. 
N e e d n ' t have seen 
the heads sway. 
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